



The first thing I noticed was the smell. It was the smell of too many people living in too close proximity to one another, the smell of unwashed bodies and cooking food and not enough ventilation. It was the smell of desperation, of people who had been pushed to their limits and were now scraping by on whatever they could find. It was the smell of hope, of people who had been broken and were now fighting to put themselves back together. It was the smell of a place that was both a home and a prison, a place where people were both comfortable and on edge.

The second thing I noticed was the noise. It was the noise of people talking and laughing and crying and shouting. It was the noise of people moving, of feet stomping and branches snapping and fabric rustling. It was the noise of people living, of people trying to forget and people trying to remember. It was the noise of a place that was both a refuge and a battlefield, a place where people were both safe and in danger.

The third thing I noticed was the magic. It was everywhere, in the air and in the ground and in the people. It was a thick, heady feeling that made my skin tingle and my head spin. It was a feeling of both awe and terror, of wonder and fear. It was the feeling of a place that was both mystical and deadly, a place where people were both powerful and vulnerable.

I stood there for a moment, taking it all in, before Callia nudged me forward. "This is it," she said. "This is home."